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to my astonishment, I met the Company withdrawing.
The German engineers had run a pontoon across the
Lys under cover of darkness, and the instant it began
to get light the enemy attacked with tanks and strong
forces of infantry. Our Company suffered a lot of
casualties and after hanging on for a bit received
orders to withdraw.

" ' If we could only have got inside the cursed
pill-box we could have shot those tanks to hell/
exclaimed the Company Commander bitterly.

" I introduced him to my Sapper pal, and explained.

" ' Thanks for coming. But it's too late now/ he
said. ' Beaten by a bloody key 1'

" Now, if that wasn't Fifth Column business, it
strikes me as being something just as bad."

" Whatever it was, we had a more dangerous unseen
enemy to contend with than that/1 observed the
Gunner Captain. " I'm quite ready to admit that
dive-bombers, hordes of tanks, Fifth Columnists,
treachery in high places, bad Allies, all played a part
in the deb2.de. But, in my opinion, there was some-
thing more important than any of those."

" After that list, there doesn't seem much else left,"
laughed the Major.

" A powerful psychological factor," continued the
Gunner. " Something that was always deep at the
back of our minds, however much we thought we'd
got rid of it."

" What's the diagnosis, doctor ? " inquired the
subaltern, sceptically.

" Front-Line obsession, my youth," said the Gunner.
" A complaint inherited from the last war."

The Major, who himself had fought in 1914-1918,
sucked at his pipe and looked thoughtful.
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